Farewell to the Old Guard
to have the most tireless energy, the most indomitable
spirit in the world. His understanding was a little more
keen than theirs. He had only been trying to see how far
he could rouse them. He could not rouse them; they
were too weary to go on.
Again that night he locked himself in, and once more
was given over to that melancholy which at rare inter-
vals attacked him so profoundly. And in the morning
there was gossip among the valets and aides who had not
deserted him. The emperor had been heard groaning in
the night. A valet had entered, found him in great pain,
and had discovered a little bag in which he carried an
opiate, rarely used, empty by the fender. Ah, it must mean
that the emperor had tried suicide!
But the valets understood him as little as had the gen-
erals. Save for a brief moment of depressed contempla-
tion of such a way out, he was not, at bottom, senti-
mental or histrionic enough for such a gesture. He was the
incorrigible optimist, the greatest the world has yet seen,
too hopeful in catastrophe to admit defeat. In the morn-
ing his mind was made up. There was no way out. He
must sign—and then—
He summoned them to the little room.
"Come, gentlemen, the little paper of Monsieur Talley-
rand's. Merci9 merci. What have they allotted me? H£!
A little island—grain of sand compared to my old do-
minions. Well, we must make the best of that. But what
have they given my family?—hm-m—they have been fair
enough for treaty-breakers. There—" the pen scratched
rapidly—"I sign for France." He sprinkled sand. "It is
done, gentlemen; now rest you well!"
Then all at once he became again the enfant terrible of
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